THE   MAN   HITLER

Hitler stared at me wide-eyed, for once at a loss for
words. I added:

CA university ought to be founded for the purpose.
Germans can't be past masters of any art without a
diploma.9

For a moment I thought that Adolf was about to
break into a torrent of words. But he stopped short.
Instead, dryly, with the most profound contempt, he
hissed through clenched teeth:

'You cynic! You sybarite!5

He liked to think of himself as an incarnation of the
heroic conception of life, and he called my own atti-
tude Bacchic. It was useless to explain to him that the
gods of antiquity loved women and wine none the less
for being heroes. This kind of reflection appalled
Hitler, who always fought shy of the slightest allusion
to or hint of suggestiveness.

His nearest approach to the subject was to say that
women destroyed a politician's strength and his
judgment.

'There are only two schools for the politician/ I
would retort. 'History, which teaches him to under-
stand forces, and woman, who teaches him to under-
stand men/

The Fiihrer's panic fear of giving himself, of losing
himself in a tender emotion, hid a jealously-guarded
secret, the whole truth of which was not known even
to his intimates.

I have known three women who played a part in the
life of this ascetic with the perverse imagination. I was
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